

<lA f leaf ant (fomedy, of 

Shal:tA.Page J haue feene the day that yong 
Tall fellowes with their ftroke and their paflado, 

I haue made them trudge Matter Page, 

A tis the hcart,the heart doth all : 

1 haue feene the day, with my two hand fword 
I would a made you foute tall Fencers 
Scipped like Rats. 

Hoft: Here boyes,{hall we wag,fhall we wag? 

S'hal. Ha with you mine hoft. 

Exit Hoft and Shallow . 

Page: Come M.FW,fhall we to dinner ? 

Iknow thefc fellowes fticks in your minde. 

F<?r:No in good fadnefle, not in mine : 

Yet for all this lie try it further, * 

I will not leaue it fo : 

Come M.Page, (hall we to dinner? 

PageSN ith all my heart fir,Ue follow you. 
Exitomies. 

Enter Sir Iobn and Pill oil. 

Fal: lie not lend thee a peny. 

Pill oil: I will retort the (urn in equipage. 
pal: Not a peny. : 1 haue bin content you (hould 
lay my countenance to pawne : I haue grated vppon 
my good friends for three repriues, for you and your 
Coach-fellow Nym, elfe you might haue looked tho- 
rough a grate like a geminy of Baboones. I am dam- 
ned in hel for fwearing to Gentlemen y arc good fol- 
diers and tall fellowes : And when miftris Bridget loft 
the handle of her Fan, I tookc it on my honefty thou 
hadftitnot. .. 


the merry Whies of Wind for t 

Tift oil: Didft thou not (hare ? hadft thou not fif- 
tcene pence ? 

Fal: Reafon you rogue, reafon. 

Dott thou thinkc lie endanger my foule gratis : 

In bricfe.hang no more about me, I am no gybite tor 
you. A thort knife and a throng to your manner of 
pickt-hatch,goe.Y ou'l not beare a Letter for me you 
rogue you : youftandvpon your honour. Why thou 
vnconfinable bafeneffe thou, tis as much as I can doe 
tokeepc the termes of my honor precifc. 1,1 my fclfe 
fomtimes, leaning the feare of God on the left hand, 
am faine to (huffle, to filch and to lurch. And yet you 
ftand vpon your honour, you rogue : you,you. 

Pifto/l: I do recant, what woldft thou more of man? 

Fal:'We\\>%o too, away, no more. 

Enter MftreJJe Quickly. 

Sluic: Good you god den fir. 

Fal: Good den faire wife. 

Quic: Not fo ant like your worthip. 

Fal: Faire maid then. 

Quic: That I am lie be fworne,as my Mother was 
The firft hourel was borne. 

Sir,I would fpeake with you in priuate. 

Fal: Say on I prethee, heeres none but my ownc 
houlhold. 

Side: Are they fo ? Now God blelfc them,& make 
them his feruants. 

Sir, I comefrom Miftris Ftftfr^. 

Fal. So, from miftris Foord. Goe on. 

Qtftc: I fir, (he hath fent me to you to let you 
Vnderftand fine hath receiued your Letter, 
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